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rush down the dismal river. The violent body of our
charging ship hurled the muddy surface into furious spray
as we banked deep in the water at the first treacherous bend ;
faster into the next straightway as we tore toward the final
curve in the jungle banks. This was a good moment for
safety belts. Our great wing tilted on an angle, the tip
skimming the water, and then slowly levelled as we made
the final try. The plane quivered with its full power,
trembled for an instant, and at last shook off the sticky hold
of the river on its keel. We were in the air, climbing into
the dull haze of the African sky.
" That," said General Wilson, " is first-class flying."
" Forty-two tons of it," said McNarney.
We threw our overcoats over us and slept on the floor.
The haze turned into a light fog as we started across
the ocean. We came down low for better wind and flew
close above the long, rolling waves. Then, as the night
wore on, the fog lifted, and we climbed steadily higher in
the clear and quiet heaven. The bright stars made a
glorious pattern in the soft, azure light. This was the realm
of the Southern Cross. It flickered far from the northern
lights that shimmer through the tall windows of the Pre-
sidentin Linna.
Lying on the floor of the clipper, the power of its engines
vibrating through the metal under me and pounding in my
ears, these throbbings seemed to speak in endless revolution :
Time is running out; time is running out; time is running out.
Time runs out on this world at war. Time rides with the forces
of evil. Was this an echo under the Southern Cross ?
Starvation, despair, the roots of anarchy tug at the need for
action. The forces for peace and light and life are present, but they
are not organized. Ruthlessness, cleverness, all the shams of pagan
force are afoot to tangle the minds of honest men. Some dark spirit
mocks the destiny of fathers and sons. The Christian forces cannot
win this war slowly. They lose God's victory if they do. Time is
the great imponderable now.